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Summary: Your job is abnormal, but you love it. Your lifestyle is 
abnormal, but you embrace it. Tours and career ruled your life until 
you returned home to LA. At the point where you thought things 
wouldn't turn out in your benefit, he appeared and changed your life 
forever. This is my first fanfiction so if you have any suggestions 
or improvements, let me know :3 


1 . Chapter 1 

You looked at the crowd as your eyes start to swell. Your guitar 
caught all your tears. This was the last show of the tour, you were 
thrilled that it happened to be in your hometown of LA. 

The moon shone brightly over the stage with the assist of the 
blinding stage lights. The vocalist spoke into a microphone, 
addressing the heaving crowd. 

"Thank you so much for supporting us over the past few months. It 
means so much to see people care so much. Thank you for supporting 
Solid Masterpiece and The Mercury Bullet Tour!" The crowd roared with 
cheers and screams. He turned to face us, the band. "You guys wanna 
say something?" 

You could tell by his voice he was feeling emotional, all of you 
were. You walked towards the mic stand in front of you. 

"You guys are truly the greatest thing that has happened to us. This 
tour and our success is all thanks to every one of you. This just 
goes to prove that there are always people out there to support you, 
even if you think you don't deserve it." 

As the only girl in the band, you had to try and pull yourself 
together, you were crying happy tears while exchanging looks with the 
drummer, Blake. You thought you were gonna marry him someday, such a 
sweet guy. 



The crowd boomed. You flicked your pick into the crowd and walked off 
stage. You handed your guitar to a steward and walked backstage. 

After a few minutes of talking about the tour, you all decide to go 
to a bar later that evening. 

There were five of you in the band; The vocalist, Nate. The drummer, 
Blake. The Bassist, Danny. The keyboardist and guitarist, Alex. And 
you, the lead guitarist. These boys were like your brothers, you were 
looking forward to tonight. 

You all got to the bar, you were looking forward to celebrating your 
last day on tour. The boys got you a round of drinks. may as well 

enjoy myself, get drunk, celebrate with the boys._' 

After a while, you started to feel ill and dizzy. The boys had taken 
over the mini stage, you roll your eyes, not expecting anything 
different. Blake ran towards you after a song and put his hand on 
your shoulder. 

"Are you gonna play a set with us? We're not 'Solid Masterpiece' 
without you." You sigh as you slur a reply. 

"Nah, I'm ok. I'm gonna go home. I'll text you tomorrow. Look after 
the boys for me." He nods, waving you off. The band do the same. You 
walk out the bar, trying to remember where you are. You stumble 
aimlessly down the street to the right. 

After a small while of walking, you run into a group of drunk, older 
men. They whistle at you, one of them recognized you. 

They exchanged looks, nodded and winked at each other 

They started to approach you slowly and sinisterly. You walked a 
little faster, you could here them walking behind you. They laughed 
loudly, you kept walking. Eventually, you heard the sound of heavy 
fast footsteps, they were getting louder. By the time your brain 
warned you to run, the footsteps were thundering. _'0h shit!' _ 

One man turned you around, grabbing you by the shoulder and punched 
you square in the face. The power was strong, forcing you to the 
ground heavily. 

They all laughed as they crowded around, looking down at you. You 
were stuck to the ground, paralysed with fear and anxiety. 

"Oh looky here, guys. It's that twat from the shit band that 
performed a few hours ago. I forget the name. What is it? Solid 
Masterpiece? " 

They all laugh deeply, staring at the other men across from you. "You 
see, I was disappointed in your performance. That cover you guys did, 
you all fucking wrecked it! It was shit! That was my favourite song 
too, I don't greatly appreciate fuckers like you destroying things I 
love . " 

The group laughed deeply and smiled at each other, shooting 
terrifying glances your way. "And now. We're going to get some 
redemption, some revenge. Since you destroyed that song, we're gonna 
destroy you!" 



_'Fuck, no. Please, no!'_ 

The crowd looked down, closing their fists. You had no energy to 
move, otherwise, you would have ran. All you could do was close your 
eye as tears rolled down your cheeks. 

They swarmed around, punching and kicking your defenceless body. All 
you could do was curl up, silently sobbing and panting. 

With every kick and every blow, you felt the world slipping away from 
you. The world was getting hazier, blurrier, quieter. 

Then suddenly, they stopped. They looked down at your bloody and 
bruised face. "That should keep her off the stage for a while. Let's 
go before the fuzz turns up." 

The men ran off, except one. He leaned over you, grabbing your face. 
"Sleep tight." 

He rose to his feet and kicked you hard in the side. You yelled 
loudly in pain, shredding your voice with every scream. The empty 
street was filled with your cries of pain. You couldn't move. You 
didn't particularly want to either. 

You heard footsteps approaching from behind, you were immediately hit 
with strong fear. 

"No more, no more. Please, no more!" 

"Hey, It's fine. I won't hurt you." 

"Don't hit me. Please. Get away!" 

"I'm not going to hit you, I promise." 

"No! no no no no. Get away! Leave me alone!" 

You looked in his direction, he wasn't one of the men you attacked 
you. Your vision was blurry but you swore you had seen him before, 
you weren't sure where. 

His voice was shaking, 

"Don't worry, you'll be ok. I'll make sure of it." 

He picked up his phone and dialled 911. He lifted the ringing phone 
to his ear... Still ringing... "Fuck! They're not picking up! I'll 
have to take you to the hospital myself. Ok, this might hurt a 
little. " 

He wrapped his arms around you and gently scooped you up. You yelled 
in pain, screaming. He quietly reassured you as he delicately 
adjusted you in his arms. "It's ok, it's ok. You'll be ok. Keep 
breathing. I'll take you to the hospital." 

He slowly walked towards a car. You shivered violently, from both the 
cold and the pain. You looked up at him through your tearful eyes. 

You still couldn't help but fear. 



"Don't hit me, not again!" 

"It's fine. No one will hurt you. They're gone now." 

"Stop the pain, just kill me." 

He looked down at you and looked into your eyes, 

"I promise you. No one will touch you. You'll be safe. My name 

is..." 

Your vision and hearing slipped away as you lost 
consciousness . 

(a/n) Thank you for reading my first chapter of this fan fiction. 
This chapter was basically setting the scene, all the Markimoo 
shenanigans will start in the next chapter. P.S: The amount of ~~ 
between the paragraphs, show the hours skipped, roughly ; ) 


2 . Chapter 2 

You wake up, your eyes straining against the light. All you could 
make out was bright white patches. As you strained your eyes, your 
vision began to clear slightly. 

You look around with your blurred vision, trying to make out where 
you were. You didn't feel like you were at your apartment. The lights 
were too bright whereas the ones back home were crappy, dull $5 
bulbs . 

When your eyes focus, you see a man with blond hair approach you. He 
was wearing a white coat, you only just realised where you were. He 
spoke with concern in his voice, 

"Hello miss (L/n), how are you feeling?" You started to panic and 
wince at the pain. Two doctors rushed over to calm you down. "Ok, ok, 
take it easy . " 

"Wait, What? How did I get here?" 

"A very kind gentleman brought you in, goes by the name Mark 
Fischbach. Do you know him?" Your eyes widen. _ 'Woah, Markiplier 
brought me in? Surely not, right? '_ 

You remembered watching his videos very regularly while on tour. He 
made the long distances and boring trips bearable. Even in the 
darkest of times, he was there and he didn't even realise. You felt 
like you knew him and had a connection with him. (Practically every 
Markipite ever in a nutshell.) 

"Can I speak to him? Is he here?" 

You spoke as calmly as you could, the panicking wasn't dying out. In 
fact, you could still feel it kicking in. 

Whoever this person is, whether it _is_ Mark or not, you felt like 
you had to thank them for whatever went on last night. Your mind was 
missing a lot from last night. You blamed the alcohol. (Don't drink, 
kids . Not fun . ) 



The doctor smiled, flicked through his papers as he spoke. 

"Yes, you may. We'll send him in and give you some privacy." The 
doctor came close to your ear, "And just so you know, he never left 
the hospital after he dropped you off. He was far too worried to 
leave you in the state you were in. He needed to know if you were 
safe . " 

You could hardly believe it, some guy who didn't even know you, not 
only came to your aid but didn't leave until he knew you were ok. 
Whoever it was, they had a heart of gold. 

You tried to sit up but you couldn't move. You started to panic even 
more, you felt agitated and restricted, making you uncomfortable. A 
doctor came over to help you sit up. 

Your sides really hurt, every drawn breath was agony! The doctor 
helping you spoke quietly, 

"You've got a fractured rib and huge bruises along your sides, 
stomach, back and legs. Your arms and face were also beaten quite 
badly too. We're gonna have to give you some stitches later, along 
with some painkillers if you think they are necessary." 

You nod at the doctor, he looked quite nervous. You gave him a small 
smile, he gave the biggest grin ever back. 

You heard the sound of the door opening, your head shot in its 
direction. The doctor left silently as a man walked in. 

The man looked at you and gave out a sigh of relief, 

"Oh God, I'm so glad you're ok!" 

That voice! You recognised the voice. It echoed through your head, 
over and over. 

He walked in and looked at you, smiling. The doctors left and closed 
the door. He grabbed a chair and sat next to you. You spoke with a 
hushed tone. 

"Hey, urn, thanks for helping me. You have no idea how much I 
appreciate it." 

He smiled at you and rubbed his neck. 

"No problem. I couldn't just leave you there." 

Your eyes start to swell. Your voice begins to shake. 

"No seriously, thank you." 

He slowly wipes your tears away with his thumb, shushing you. That 
touch! You recognised it! It must have flooded back from last 
night ! 

It was a surprise, but a _nice_ surprise. If he hadn't had done that, 
you probably would have freaked out, causing pain (duh) . 



You look into his eyes, it was then you knew for sure, "Mark? Is that 
really you?" 

He nodded slowly, smiling at you. His smile was contagious. He looked 
genuinely worried through his cute little grin. You leaned your head 
back and closed your eyes. His thumb against your skin was very 
soothing . 

You suddenly spoke, using all your energy. "I know who you are, I 
watch your videos all the time." 

"I know who you are, I've heard a lot about you and your 
band . " 

"That's amazing. It's so cool to know that you already knew who I 
was, like I already knew you." 

"That's not why I helped you, though. I helped you because you needed 
it. I didn't even recognise you with all the bruises and blood on 
your face . " 

"Just like I didn't recognise you, I could barely see a thing. I can 
hardly remember what happened yesterday. I just want to thank you for 
everything you've done. One of the doctors even told me that you 
stayed here to see if I was ok." 

"I was so worried about you! You were thinking really morbidly, you 
kept thinking that I was going to hurt you. You were so paranoid 
about them coming back. You wanted me to kill you. Of course I'm 
going to be worried." 

Your jaw dropped, you felt terrible. If you weren't restricted to 
that fucking hospital bed, you would have hugged him so tightly! 

"Oh my God! I'm so sorry! I feel terrible. All you were doing was 
trying to help me and I was just being an absolute dick!" 

"It wasn't your fault, it was the paranoia. Don't blame yourself for 
that , please . " 

You smile and look at him. He looks right at you with a caring 
expression. Three doctors came in, oblivious to the conversation you 
were having with Mark. One of the doctors spoke up, 

"Miss (L/n), it's time for your stitches. Sir, you need to leave now, 
thank you for coming." 

Mark sighed and got up. You speak as he walks to the door. 

"Mark? Can you visit later?" 

"Of course I will. I'll make time, even though being me is very 
demanding . " 

You both smile as he walks out the door. 


3 . Chapter 3 


It had been 2 hours since the stitches had been applied. You also had 



a scan on your rib, the doctor said it should take about 5-6 weeks to 
heal . 

You were laying on the hospital bed, playing with a guitar pick you 
had in your jeans. You were bored out of your mind. All you could 
think about was Mark, you really wanted to see him again. 

The doctor peeked his head around the door, 

"Miss (1/n), you have visitors." 

You moved your gaze over to the door to see Blake, Nate, Danny and 
Alex walk in. You shake your head and chuckle, 

"You don't look as hungover as I expected, guys." 

Nate laughed as he grabbed a chair, 

"You should have heard Danny on the phone earlier, it was 
inaudible ! " 

You all laugh, you stop and wince at the pain. _'What, I can't laugh 
now? Fuck you, pain! '_ 

Alex and Danny grabbed a chair and flung them next to Nate. Blake 
leaned against the wall smiling at you, you smile back. 

_' Everyone seemed so casual about what was going on, maybe they don't 
know why I'm in this dump in the first place '_ 

Blake spoke up, shooting worried gazes at you, 

"So, that beating did you up good, huh?" 

_'I take it back...'_ 

"huh, oh yeah. I guess it did." 

"Daydreaming? " 

"Yeah, zoning out a bit." 

You were thinking about Mark again. You couldn't get it out of your 
head, how much he cared. He actually cared! 

After talking for a while, the band gave their regards and left. The 
boys seemed happy to see you, but yet again, they looked unsettled. 

It was sweet of them to drop by, they didn't have to, but they 
did . 

For a while, you just lay on top of the bed, in silence. You just 
stared at the ceiling, thinking, just thinking. Your injuries can't 
take that from you, at least. You were drifting in and out of a 
painful sleep, each breath more agonising than the last. 

You heard a soothing voice, it sounded familiar. It sent painful 
shivers down your spine. You eyes remained closed, you longed to hear 
the voice again. Incoherent rambling, still something worth listening 
to . 



The voice got louder, your eyes shot open. There he was by the foot 
of the bed. _'So, the voice. That wasn't in my head? Those words, 
they were real? I swear I'm going crazy! '_ 

"How are you feeling (y/n)?" 

"Ok, I guess. I'm surprised you came back, you're so busy." 

"Nah. I pre-recorded a few videos so I can spend some time with you. 
Matt will upload them when the time comes, he understands how much 
this means to you." 

"Yeah, it's a big deal. Thank you." 

"Pfft, don't mention it." 

He giggled and patted your leg, you winced. He covered his mouth as 
if to say_ I'm so sorry_. You both laugh quietly. 

"You dickbag, you're lucky I'm drugged up on pain killers!" 

"Pain killers? Please, who needs pain killers when you have 
candy . " 

He reached into his bag and pulled out a big bag of Skittles. He 
placed them on the side table, your jaw dropped. 

"Did you really buy me candy?" 

"Yeah, why not. It'll keep the blood sugar levels high and the stress 
low. I was just shopping, I saw them and thought of you." 

"Awww thank you, Mark! If I wasn't paralysed to this fucking bed, I 
would hug you right now!" 

You extended your arms as Mark hopped out of his seat. He leaned 
down, gently hugging you. It was the tiniest things that made you so 
happy, this was one of them. "You know who your real friends are when 
they buy you sugar." 

"Unless you're diabetic, in which case, they're trying to kill 
you" 

"Luckily, I'm not. Sugar is my heaven." 

"To be completely honest with you, I don't think you _need_ it. 

You're sweet enough already." 

"Oh fuck off, feed me sugar!" 

He laughed hard and ripped open the bag. You opened your mouth 
jokingly. He reached into the bag and popped a skittle in your mouth. 
"Dude, I _was_ joking, but never mind." 

He giggled and popped one in his mouth. "If anyone is too sweet for 
candy, it's you. You're so generous and humble. You make cinnamon 
jealous by how sweet you are." 

"That's very kind of you to say. I honestly wish I had met you before 
all of this. You're so awesome to be around." 



"I was thinking the exact same thing. I've never had a friend like 
you, Mark... Do we count as _friends?_" 

"If we weren't, do you think I would've come back?" You raise your 
eyebrow. "Ok, I probably would've came back. What I'm trying to say 

is, I count you as a friend." 

"Same here, I owe you my life! Therefore, I trust you with 

it . " 

After talking for what seemed like hours, you both felt like you knew 
each other even more than before. You both felt like you knew each 
other for years. Well, technically, you have known him for years, but 
not personally. 

The doctor walks in with a clipboard ready to address you 
both . 

"Miss (L/n), you have been granted the opportunity to recover at home 
if you wish. We do have a set prescription for you, your band manager 
demanded the best treatment, even if that means recovering from home" 
You both laugh. _ 'Yup, that sounds like Garry. '_ 

The doctor continued, "The only thing you absolutely need is constant 
supervision. Do you live with anyone who could supervise 
you? " 

"N-No, I live alone." 

The doctor looked at his papers again. 

"Oh. Ok then. Anyone you know who is willing to look after you? What 
about your fellow band members?" 

"I couldn't survive! They're young, they drink, they go out. I don't 
want to be an obstacle. Plus, I've spent months non stop with them on 
tour, I deserve freedom, so do they." 

"Ok, Family?" 

"They don't live nearby. The nearest family member lives in The 
Bronx ! " 

"Ouch, ok then. Anyone nearby?" 

You look over to Mark, he was already staring at you. His voice was 
quiet and sweet, 

"I could if you want me to." 

"I don't want to be a burden. It's a nice idea but I don't want to 
restrict your life." 

Mark smiles and shakes his head, 

"You could never." 

He looks over to the doctor, "I'll look after her. I work from home 
and I live alone. This gives me plenty of time to keep an eye on 



her . " 

You started to blush. You feel indebted to Mark. The doctor wrote 
something on his clipboard. 

"Ok then, stay here for a second while I get something." The doctor 
left in a rush. Mark smiled at you, you smiled back. 

You felt ok with the idea of staying with Mark. You felt like you 
wanted to get to know more about the man who saved your life. 

(If you're wondering why these doctors are rushing everywhere, have 
you ever seen rushing doctors? One of the funniest things you will 
ever see! It's funny to picture, that's why I wrote it in.) 


4 . Chapter 4 

After a short while of waiting, the doctor came back in with more 
sheets . 

"Ok, then Mr Fischbach. I'm just going to let you know a few things 
that must be done. Since you will be supervising (Y/n), you need to 
make sure that walking is kept to a minimum. She _can_ walk but it is 
very painful and will slow the healing process so I wouldn't suggest 
it. Ice bags should be used regularly, all prescribed pills should be 
taken on time and the bandages should be changed a few times a week. 
We will put on a bandage before you both leave." 

Mark nodded. 

A young doctor came in with an aid kit and got out a bandage. The 
doctor was shy, he looked young, at least, 20. He flicked his vision 
between you and the bandage. You got the hint. 

You lifted your shirt, not exposing your bra, as the doctor wrapped 
the bandage around your ribs. You tried to take your mind off the 
fact that his hands kept touching your skin as he wrapped the bandage 
around you. 

You tried to keep a straight face, but that proved difficult. You 
couldn't help but notice a slight grin from Mark. His gaze was 
shooting between your face and your abdomen. 

You closed your eyes, trying to keep all the reactions to pain 
hidden. You would've felt really bad if the young doctor had noticed 
and thought it was his fault. 

You could hear the doctor talking to Mark about using crutches. 

_'Hey, as long as I get to decorate them, I'm fine.'_ The bandage was 
on very snugly but you thought you could cope. 

You look over to Mark who was reading and signing forms. There were 
so many sheets of paper on that clipboard. _'They can't all be forms, 
surely. I just wanna leave this place! '_ 

"Ok then Miss (L/n), Mr Fischbach, you are free to go." 


Mark stood up and helped you slide off the bed. It was hard to move 
since you hadn't moved for a while. Mark steadily edged you closer to 



the edge of the bed until you were sitting on the edge. 


He handed you the crutches, smiling at you delicately. You only 
roughly knew how to use crutches, you had never used them but they 
seemed pretty simple to use. Nate had to use them before, you picked 
up on how he used them very quickly. 

You both head out the door and down the hallways towards the exit. 
Mark always made sure he wasn't walking too fast for you to keep up. 
You couldn't help but smile. _'Dude, this is too cute.'_ 

As you both approached the exit of the hospital, Mark stopped and 
gave you his jacket. You seemed really confused as to why, 

"Mark, it's not even cold. I'm fine, really." 

"You don't want people to notice you, right? It would be dangerous. 
Especially in the state your in." 

He slid up the hood and you both carried on walking (or hobble, in 
your case) . You followed Mark into the parking lot, staying close to 
make sure you didn't walk towards someone else's car. 

Mark stopped at a car and opened the passenger's door. He looked at 
the crutches, only then realising you needed a hand. 

He lifted you onto the front seat and went over to the drivers side. 
As he closed the door, he glanced over to you, "Are you 
alright ? " 

"Yeah, I'm good. Not gonna lie, I'm kind of worried." 

"About what?" 

"Everything. Can you promise me it will turn out fine?" 

"I promise. It's my responsibility to make sure everything turns out 
fine. You have nothing to worry about." 

He pulled out of the parking lot and drove out of the hospital 
grounds. You felt like you didn't want to break the silence, but you 
knew it had to be done, 

"Thanks, Mark. I don't know what I would've done without you. I 
would've had to stay with the boys and that would've ended well, for 
me or them . " 

"It's ok, (Y/n) . I just want to know for sure that your being taken 
care of. Is it wrong of me to take care of you even though we met a 
few days ago?" 

"I don't see a problem, I trust you. Plus, I feel like I know you 
enough to call you a close friend." 

"Same here. It doesn't matter too much that I haven't known you for 
long. It's the trust and the friendship that matters" 

"I agree. But, Mark. How are you planning on explaining this to your 
viewers? I can tell you know, they won't like it." 



He raised his eyebrows, concentrat ing on the junction ahead. 


"They don't need to know. It won't be too obvious." 

"They will notice dodgy upload schedules and shorter videos. I don't 
want to get in the way of your job like that." 

"It's not that big of a deal. The only things that will be affected 
will probably be the Reading Your Comments and the vlogs. I have a 
few pre-recorded games anyway." 

"As long as I'm not trouble." 

"Of course not." 

You smile at him and slowly pull out your phone. It was going to be a 
long and nerve-wracking car journey. 

He pulled up next to a long set of apartments. You looked up from 
your phone, darting your sight around the car and the unfamiliar 
outdoors. _ 'We've arrived already!? Holy crap.'_ 

Mark climbed out of his side of the car and came to your side to help 
you out . He opened your door as you put your phone in your pocket . 

You spoke with a slight shake in your voice, looking up at 
him . 

"Mark? I don't know if I'm gonna be able to move. I've been sitting 
awkwardly since the hospital." 

You were expecting him to get mad or annoyed, but he didn't. He 
seemed very chill. 

"(Y/n), why didn't you say so?" 

"I didn't want to waste your time." 

He smiled and shook his head at you. You couldn't help but smiled and 
look down at your lap. He gently scoops you in his arms. Your bandage 
shifted, you exhale slowly in pain. 

Mark kicked the car door shut and started walking towards the 
apartment door. You could feel his arms move against your body as he 
walked. He looked down at you and grinned, 

"You could never waste my time." 


5 . Chapter 5 
MARKS POV 

I swung open the apartment door the best I could without dropping 
(y/n) . She had her eyes closed, exhaling deeply. 

"It's ok, (Y/n), I'll put you down now. A few more seconds." 

I kicked the door shut and sat (y/n) up on the couch gently. She 
opened her eyes and smiled sweetly up at me, trying to disguise her 
obvious pain. I sat next to her and studied her expressions, she was 



obviously uncomfortable. 

"Are you ok, (Y/n)?" 

She held her breath and nodded her head. I shot a confused look, she 
grabbed a pillow and covered her face with it. 

I slowly peeked over the top of the pillow, "You're not very 
convincing, you know that, right? 

She peeked over the top to meet your gaze. "(Y/n), what's the 
matter? " 

She slowly lowered the pillow and placed it on her lap, raising her 
head. She took a deep breath, 

"Nothing. Why would there be?" 

"Don't dick with me, what is wrong?" 

"Dude, it's nothing." 

"Please don't lie to me ! I could help!" 

She lowered her head again, shaking her head slightly. 

"It's... you . " 

"Me, huh?" 

" Yup . " 

I raised my eyebrow at her, she flashed a small smile. She has such a 
nice smile. It just compliments her whole face. She was indeed the 
prettiest and sweetest person I had ever met. 

"So, what's wrong with me?" 

"You're too handsome... I mean too kind!" 

I couldn't help but laugh. She blushed intensely, covering her face 
with her hands. She is so cute when she is embarrassed. 

I moved the hand closest to me and looked into her eyes. Her face 
grew redder and redder by the second. 

"Too handsome? That's a problem? Should I ugly up my face for you, 
add a few chins?" 

"That won't change anything... I mean no!" 

I giggled quietly. She started to look quite angry, "Stop it!" 

"Stop what? Being handsome?" 

"No. Yes. STOP IT!" 

"Oh, come on. You're smiling!" 

"I am and I hate it!" (Undertale reference. I'm not sorry) 



She glared at me with a blank expression. I continued to laugh. She 
pushed my shoulder, this didn't do much. 

"So, what do you want to do?" 

She pulled a dirty expression, I immediately regretted not specifying 
the options. She laughed out loud. 

"I'm Joking. Oh my, your face was priceless!" 

"Dammit, (Y/n) I... You know, I really missed having someone around. 
This is nice . " 

"This is nice? Fuck, we're not even doinganything ! " 

"We're having a conversation. Does that not count?" 

"Not really . " 

It was really nice to have someone to talk to again, besides YouTube. 
I bet it is nice for her as well. She has been stuck with the same 
conversation for months during the tour. I had an idea. 

"(Y/n), wanna order pizza and watch Netflix?" 

Her eyes widened and her head shot in my direction. I don't think I 
need words to know the answer to this question. I smiled as I got out 
my phone and put it to my ear. 

The food _FINALLY_ came! It was dark out, it felt like we were 
waiting an eternity! Any longer, and I would have chewed off my own 
leg. (UNTIL DAWN REFERENCE!) I walked back in the living room with 
two large pizza boxes. (Y/n) was so excited, 

"OH MY GOSH, IT'S IN MY PRESENCE!" 

"I KNOW RIGHT! What film are we gonna watch?" 

No one had thought of that... I sat down, putting the boxes on the 
coffee table in front of us. (Y/n) had stolen the remote! "Did I say 
you could use the remote?" 

She giggled quietly, biting her lip. I went to grab it but she 
extended her arm away quickly. I got onto my knees any went to reach 
further, making sure I didn't lean on her. 

"No, Mark! I wanna drive!" 

"You have no admin permissions to drive in this apartment!" 

She extended her arm further, still flicking through the films. She 
had a cheeky smile painted on her face, 

"Dammit, I shouldn't need permissions!" 

"Oh, fine. I hereby trust you with the great responsibility of 
choosing a film. But the question is, can you make a good 
choice? " 



She flicked through the films, mumbling them as she went. 


"YES! THIS ONE!" 

She yelled so freaking loud! I swear she burst my eardrum. She 
clicked it so damn fast, I had no idea what she chose. 

"Uh (y/n), what film is this?" 

"Jurassic World!" 

"Oh, I've never seen Jurassic World." 

She gave me a sinister death stare... And flicked my 
forehead . 

"Well, today is your lucky day!" 

"Oh boy, I bet it is." 

"Have some enthusiasm, Mark. You will enjoy it, trust me." 

"I'm not doubting that." 

I handed (y/n) 's pizza box to her as the film started. She shot a 
glance of gratitude before looking at the tv screen. 

She looked really happy, I was pleased to see her happy. It was such 
a big contrast from the previous times I've seen her. Her smile just 
filled my heart with warmth. 

I spent like five minutes of the movie just looking at her without 
realizing . 

"Mark, are you going to watch the film, or just stare at me 
eat?" 


"How did you know?" 

"I can feel your breath on my ear." 

"I'm sorry, is it bugging you?" 

I leaned closer to her ear and drew breaths louder and faster. She 
squealed and buried her ear in her shoulder. 

"Stop it! What do you want from me?" 

"Your cute reactions." 

"Shut up! I'm not cute!" 

"That's bullshit! You're adorable." 

She started to blush again, 

"Oh my God, shut up! You're doing it again!" 

"Again, cute reactions." 



The film had ended, I actually quite enjoyed it. I looked over to 
(y/n) who was sleeping. She had her head on my chest, so sweet. 

I never pictured her to be this nice and funny from watching her 
band. I'm just used to seeing her smashing shit and jumping into 
crowds . 

I didn't want to move, so I didn't. She looked really comfortable 
where she was, I didn't want to risk waking her up. 

I moved the empty pizza box from her lap and placed it back on the 
coffee table. I tried hard not to move very much, otherwise she 
would've woken up. 

I wrapped my arms around her, securing her into place. She looked so 
delicate while she was sleeping. 

I never felt like this before. I felt like she was just perfect, how 
was she single? 

She mumbled quietly, incoherent sounds. I looked down at her and 
smiled. Followed by a few louder mumbles, 

"M. . .Mark. Mark?" 

I checked to see if she was awake, nope. Sleep talking, dreaming, 
about me. That was by far the cutest thing ever, I've never seen that 
happen before. 

I gently kissed her forehead and snuggled her down in my arms as I 
closed my heavy eyelids. 


6. Chapter 6 
YOUR POV 

You slowly lifted your eyelids and adjusted your eyes to the light 
blazing through the window. You lifted your head to examine your 
surroundings. Mark was clinging onto your body. His strong arms 
wrapped around your waist, not enough restriction to hurt, though. 

You f elt . . . Safe . 

You widened your eyes and examined his arms. You felt slightly painful 
tingles coming from your lower body_ 'FUCK! ' _You needed to use the 
bathroom... BAD! 

The question was, how would you get there? The crutches were still in 
the car, the bathroom is upstairs and your kind of, stuck in Mark's 
arms . 

You didn't want to wake him, he was so cute when he was sleeping. You 
had to do_ something, _otherwise, you were going to piss 
yourself . 

You slowly tried to move his arm. Every time you would try to move 
his arm, he stirred slightly. _'He's going to wake up, I know it! I 
need to take it slow.'_ 


You managed to slip his arm onto his lap. You check back to his face 



still asleep, thank goodness. You pulled yourself so you were sitting 
up. Your ribs were burning slightly, nothing too painful. 

You were hesitant to continue, how had no idea if you would be able 
to stand up and you weren't too keen on finding out the level of pain 
the doctors were talking about. You placed your feet on the ground 
gently, _'This is fucking crazy! I can't walk but I have to try.' 


You slid your body weight to your legs and collapsed on the floor. 
Yells of pain bounced around the room, 

"FUCK! OW SHIT!" 

Mark sprung awake in a panic, his eyes spotting you in the middle of 
the floor. He jumped off the couch and darted towards you. He kneeled 
down next to you, his eyes were wide. 

He had a worried expression on his face, he looked as if he had just 
witnessed murder. He lifted your body off the floor and sat you 
upright, cross-legged on the carpet. Mark's voice was shaking, 

"Are you ok? What the fuck happened?" 

You spoke nervously, realising how ridiculous you sound. 

"I fell, what does it look like happened! I... Needed to... Use the 
bathroom . " 

You lowered your head, using your hair to hide your embarrassment and 
shame. Mark sighed and tilted his head. 

"You know you can't walk yet, I would have done something if you had 
told me . " 

"I didn't want to disturb you or be a burden!" 

Mark pushed your hair aside and gazed into your shy eyes, smiling 
cutely . 

" A burden? (Y/n), you could never be a burden. I've said this 
before . " 

"Can we sort this situation now before I piss myself!?" 

Mark chuckled quietly as he scooped you up. His arms were so warm, 
you could tell he had just woken up. He headed up the stairs towards 
the bathroom. "Mark, how the fuck are we going to do this? I am NOT 
peeing with you in the bathroom with me!" 

"You won't have to. Here's my plan. I drop you off to the bathroom, 
you do whatever you can regarding undressing, peeing and redressing 
by yourself. Then I come in once your done and take you back out, 
sound ok?" 

"It feels really weird having a conversation with you about how I'm 
going o use the bathroom. But, sure, sounds good to me." 

It had been a few hours since this morning, you couldn't help but 
feel bad. Embarrassment swept over your mind like a lOOmph gust of 



wind . 


Mark was lying on the floor for no reason, just looking at you lying 
on the couch. You were grinning in confusion. You looked at your 
phone, '2:14 pm.' He was still staring, 

"Mark, what the fuck are you doing?" 

"Just chilling, down here, on the floor. This floor is very 
comfortable . " 

You giggled at the thought. He sat up and crossed legs. 

"Wait, Mark? Shouldn't you be making let's plays?" 

"I have plenty of pre-recorded videos." 

"And what about editing? And uploading?" 

You raised your eyebrow, he immediately imitated you, making you 
laugh . 

"When you have an editing monkey named Matt, you tend to have a lot 
of spare time on your hands." 

"Ok then, you got me." 

His phone gave off a loud tri-tone, a text message. He looked at his 
phone, peeling his gorgeous eyes away from you. He sighed loudly and 
muttered under his breath, 

"God dammit." 

You look at him worried, he had a somewhat identical 
expression . 

"Mark, what's up?" 

"Wade wants me to go and film a video with him. I can't say no 
because... He doesn't know you're here. He'll misinterpret it for 
sure. I haven't told anyone you're here just in case." 

"I don't have to be supervised _all_ the time. I am a strong, 
independent woman who could handle a few hours by herself!" 

You smirked and he flashed a grin, he looked at you with 
concern . 

"No way am I leaving you by yourself! Anything could happen to you 
while I'm gone. What if what happened this morning happens while I'm 
gone? No one would be there to help, and that worries me." 

"Don't remind me about what happened this morning! I don't want to 
think about it ever again!" 

"Seriously though (y/n). If I leave and you get hurt, not only would 
I be responsible, but you would be in so much pain and no one would 
be able to help... I'm not leaving you..." 

You didn't want him to miss out just because you were stupid and 



drunk and got beaten by those psychos. You couldn't help but feel 
guilt slapping you in the face! Then it came to you, the BEST 
idea ! 

"Mark! What if I wasn't alone? What if I invited a friend 
over? " 

"It's work hours, who would be free?" 

"My band. We're free of work until the next album, which won't be 
anytime soon." Mark shook his head to himself, "Oh come on Mark, as 
long as someone is here. I'll be fine. Trust me." 

"I trust you, but how do I know I can trust them?" 

You shot an angry look at him. His face was full of concern. 

"Mark, they are my band members! I trust them with my life, 
therefore, you should have no argument against them! I have known 
them for years, they know me better than anyone!" 

"I didn't mean to make you angry, I just want the best for 
you . " 

"Then let me do this! I may be under your care right now but I'm 
still an adult and I'm still entitled to my own choices ! " 

He put his hands on his lap, looking away from you. You just glared 
at him waiting for a reply. You felt very agitated, one more snap and 
you would have freaked the fuck out. 

"God dammit (Y/n) . Why do you have to make this so hard? Why? I just 
want to be 100% sure that you're safe. But if you're positive that 
you will be fine. I'll trust them." 

Your face lit up with happiness. You were so glad he 
understood . 

"Thanks, Mark. Now go and make videos with Wade, I'll be 
f ine . " 

"Promise? " 

" . . . I promise . " 

He laughed to himself as he got up. He ran up the stairs to change. 
You pulled out your phone and scrolled through your contacts. You 
stopped and clicked on the contact, Blake. 


End 
f ile . 



